THE 


NEW FISCAL DITTY, 


Words by E. SMITH. 
Music to the tune “It’s Nought but Brummazem 
Brass” at King Joseph’s Fiscal Policy Office, 
Base Metal Stre-t, Brummagem. 





ocean anne 


O Crackey here’s a lot of people 

Who'd have thought :hey’d been in the way, 
By Jove bere’s King Joseph coming, 

He'll tax them all to day. 


CHORUS. 


O where is my mite of a loaf to night 
My loaf and my ocean beef, 

O had I a pair of almond eyes 
To ogle the Chinese chiefs. 


They are going to tax the mutton, 
They are going to tax the beef, 
They are going to tax red herrings, 

And all that people eat. 











They'll never tax the diamonds, 
“Nor yet the bright chartered gold, 
But they'll tax the poor man’s cupboard 
And everything it holds. 


They have spent our gold by millions, 
And played a game at bluff, 

To introduce Chinese Labour 
Instead of good British stuff. 


They are going to tax the collier, 
They are going to tax his pick, 
They are going to tax his children 

And double tax his skip. 


They are going to tax cremation, | 
And they have been heard to boast,, 

That could they reach to heaven 
They’d tax the heavenly host.. 





And when the days get longer, 
Som+ very fine day at noon, 
They'll borrow Jacob’s ladder 


And tax the old man in the moon. 


They are going to tax the ladies, 
And boys and girls as well, 

And if they get t» Hades 
They'll tax the devil as well. 


Lay down ye British bull dogs, 
And do not bark and tease, 
Whilst we are making millions 


By dumping in Chinese. 


They are going to tax the policeman, 
They are geing to tax his staff, 
Aud at the next election 
They'll be blowd away like chaff. 
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And at the great vibration 

Of the voters mighty sound, 
Like the dreamer Joseph, 

For Egypt they'll be bound. 


And now my ditty is ening, 
And drawing to a close, 
They'll tax the British workman 
*Till he will tax King Joseph’s nose. 


They are going to tax the thistle, 
They are going to tax the rose, 
And they will surely tax oll Ireland 

Where the Shamrock grows. 


They are going to tax the onion 
They are going to tax the leek, 

They are taxing pickled cabbage 
And even a root of beet. 
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